Loues Labours loft, 

Ted. Moft D#//, bonell ThtU, to our fport away. Exit. 

Enter Ladies,.. 

gjt. Sweethearts we (ball be rich ere we depart, 

If fairings come thus plentifully in. 

A Lady wal’d about with Diamonds : Looke you, whatl ham 
from the Louing King. 

Rofa, Madam, came nothing clie along with that ? 

-Qu. Nothing butthis : yes as much louc in Rime, 

As would becrain’d vp in a Iheet of paper 
Writ on both fidcs the leafe, mat gent and all. 

That hewasfainetofeaieon Cupids ttsme, t ^ 

Rofa. That was the way to make his God-head wax-; 

For he hath bcene flue thoufand yeeres a Boy, * 

Xatb, I, and a fhrewd vnhappie gallowes top. 

Rof You’ll nccre be friends withhim, a kild your fifter* 
Katb • He made her melancholy, fad , andheauy, andfo 
fhc died : had Ihebeenc Light like you, of fuch a metric nimble 
flirring fpirit, Ihemighta bin aGrandam etc hie died. Andfo 
may you : For alight heart liucs long, 

Rof. What’s your darkc meaning raoufc, of this light word,? 
Kat. A light condition in a beau tie darke. 

Rofe. We need more light to finde your meaning out. 

Kat. You’ll marre the light by taking it in fnuffc : 
Therefore lie darkcly end the argument, 

Rof Look what you doe, you doe it ftill i’th darken 
Kat. So do not you, for you are a light Wench. 

Rof Indeed I waigh not you. and therefore light. 

Ka. Yea waigh me not, O that’s, you care not for me, 

Rof. Great reafon ; for paffc care, is ftill paft cure. 

Gft. Well bandied both, a fet cf Wit well played* 

But Rofaltfte., you haue.a fauoui too,. 

Whc- fent it < and what is it ? 

Rof, l would you knew 
And if my face were but as faire as yours* . 

My Faupur were as great, be witnefie this. 

Nay, I haue verles too, I thafike Berowne , 

The numbers true, and were the numbring too, 

£w,cre the fajreft Qoddeftc.on the ground. 
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Loues Labour’s loft, 

, am compar’d to twenty thoufand fairs. 

0 he hath drawnc my pi&ureinhis letter. 

Qu. Ary thing like ? 

for Much in the letters, nothing in the ptaile. 
q u * Beauteous , as Incke : a good concluhon. 

Kat, Faire as a text B.in a Coppie booke. 

Rof. Ware penfils.How <- Let me not die ycur debtor, 
Mv red Dominicall, my golden Letter. 

Bat Katherine, what was fent to you 
From faire Dumaine'i 

Kat. Madame, this Gloue. . 

Ou. Didhenotfendyoutwaine? 

"Kat. Yes Madame and moreouer, 

Some thoufand Verfes ofa faithfullLouer. 
Ahugetranflatiou ofHypocrifie, _ 

Vildly compiled, profound firoplieicie. r 

Mar. This, and thefe Pearls, to me fent LongauUe, 
The Letter is too long by halfe a mile. 

Oh. I thinke no lcffc : doft thou wifhin heart 

The Chaine were Longer , and the Letter (hort. 

Mar. I, orl would thefe hands might neuer part. 
Once. We are wife girles to mocke our Louers fo. 

< Rof. They are worlc fooles to purchafc mocking fo. 
That fame Berorvne ile torture ere 1 goe. 

<9 that I knew he were but in by th’wceke, 

How 1 wouldmake him fawne, and begge, and iccke, 
And waite tlicfeafon, and obferue the times, 

And fpend his prodigall witsin booties rimes. 

And fhape his feruice wholly to my dcuice, 

And make him proud , to make me proud that iefts. 

So percaunt like would I o’refway his ftatc, 

That he fliould be my foole, and I his fate, 

Oh, None are fo furely eaught, when they arc catchcj 
As wit turn’d foole, follie in Wifdome hatch’d .• 

Hath wifdomes warrant, and the helpc of Schoolc, 

A nd Wit s one grace to grace a learned Foole ? 

Rof Thcbloud of youth burns not with fuch cxctlTc, 
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